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I dreamed a noble kind of love was mine; 

I painted frescos on cathedral walls; 

I sculpted twisting shapes in fleeting halls; 

Her voice was slight and soft, her lips were wine, 
The dream still haunts my mind and gently calls, 
Even as I move through ghastly malls. 


I dreamed a different kind of love was here; 
There were no violent thrusts or grisly cries, 
No selfish gestures or disgraceful lies, 

But passion in the reins of care and fear; 

I hear the whispers from a dream which flies, 
Although the halls I walk discourage ties. 


I dreamed a love outmoded was revived; 

Her skin was rose-tinged silk, her eyes were wide, 
AS we were moving through a lunar tide. 

I ponder: When this body was contrived — 

What secret did the Lord resolve to hide? 

Why do these wanton dreams herein reside? 


I dreamed a now disparaged love was true; 

A meeting of two lives with common goals; 

A tender tryst between two yearning souls; 

I wonder: How may I with life imbue 

My dream of noble love hereon these shoals 
Where ethics have succumbed to clever moles? 


I dreamed a now forgotten love had stayed; 

But then, a voice awoke me and declaimed: 

Such love as that has been despoiled and maimed; 
Infected by the poison Pribor made; 

A Vicious fire has for long inflamed 

The penchants that the saints had tamed. 


I dreamed a noble kind of love remained, 
But now, I cannot find it save in dream, 
And I keep wrestling with a primal scream: 


‘Tis better to have conquered and enchained 
The hungry inner beast, which reigned supreme, 
Than to have conquered babes with steam and gleam. 


I dreamed a noble kind of love returned; 
There was no ridicule of innocence, 

And no indulgence at the Lord’s expense, 
And no one had divine aesthetics burned, 
And romances were yet again intense, 
Although no rhythms did the blood incense. 


I dreamed I gave up searching for such love, 
And, exhausted, yielded to a siren’s guile, 
Although it was a creature dark and vile. 
But then, I heard the murmur of a dove: 
““Tis better to have loved in noble style, 
Even if only in a moonlit vision’s aisle.” 


I dreamed my dream was but a distant vibe; 
Distant, not in cosmic time and space; 

This mind was distant, caught in reason’s haze. 
Awake, I long to such a noble love imbibe — 

I know my boundless love is bound to daze, 
But still I long to leave these earthly ways. 


I dreamed a love deceased was born again; 

Where scattered crosses pierced the lifeless clay 

A new and fiery flame lit up the day; 

I had been right to listen and remain, 

Although my guiding love seemed strange and fey; 
Its promise lingers in this waste of gray. 


